Are You That Happy In My Arms 


Author: AFieldWithoutAName 

Bands: Alice in Chains, Pearl Jam 
Characters: Jerry Cantrell, Stone Gossard 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Jul 14 2018 15:1412 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


NA 


Author's Notes: 
Someone wanted a vulnerable Jerry. I'm not sure if | pulled it off, but | gave it a try. 


Based on this photo. 


Jerry Cantrell professed that he detested social media. You'd never catch him with a Facebook account or 
posting pictures of his latest latte on Instagram. But that didn't mean he didn't like to trawl his own tag 


sometimes, and that of his lover. 


Stone was on the road for a couple weeks. Jerry considered joining him (read: wanted to join him), but they 

decided that since they weren't out as a couple yet, the questions would be too much to handle. Stone didn't 
need the distraction. So Jerry decided to also leave Seattle behind and go down to his house in LA, where he 
could spend some time with friends and play some golf. Basically, he just needed to keep from overthinking 


about his situation with Stone. 


He was lying on the bed with Harold, scrolling through Instagram when he saw fans' posts indicating Pearl Jam 


played their album, Ten, in its entirety. Jerry smiled, remembering the first time he heard Ten. He was living in 
Kelly Curtis' basement and Kelly and the band held a little listening party for friends and family before the 
official release. Everybody flocked to Eddie, congratulating him. Jerry remembered being impressed by Eddie, of 
course, but what stood out to him was the songwriting. Not the gritty lyrics, but the simple, beautiful guitar 
riffs. If you asked Jerry what perseverance sounded like, he would say the opening chords of Alive. 


Jerry scrolled through the #pearljam tag some more, watching fans' video clips of the show. His heard 
expanded with pride as he watched Stone on stage. They hadn't ever said the L-word to one another, but in 
that moment, he certainly knew. Jerry was in love. 


He had half a mind to stop scrolling and call Stone before the intensely mushy feeling faded and tell him, say it 
out loud and take the next, scary step in their journey together. One that began in the Curtis home twenty- 
five years ago. Just as Jerry made the decision to do it, he was about to close out of Instagram when one 


more photo caught his eye. 

There was Stone in the arms of another man. A tall man with short dark-blonde hair and a very big forehead 
and light brown eyes. Stone had his head tilted toward the man, his forehead resting against the taller man's 
cheek. His arms were wrapped around the man's waist and his hands were clasped together. The other man's 
arms looked as though they could circle Stone's shoulders twice. But it was the expression on his lover's face 
that shook Jerry. Stone looked so happy and content, like there was no other place in the world he wanted to 
be than there, in that man's embrace. Had Jerry ever hugged him like that? Did Stone look so good in his 
arms? 

The phone started to buzz in his hands. The notification banner told him it was Stone calling. He couldn't answer 
it. Jerry put the phone down on the bed and held his breath as he waited for it stop ringing. A moment later, 
it chirped to tell him Stone left a message. 


"Hey, Jer. Just finished the show in Philly. | was hoping to catch you. Un, I'll try again when we get back to the 
hotel" There was a pause. "Or, um, you can call when you get this. Okay. Okay, bye." 


Jerry dialed him back. 

"Hey! There you are!" Stone sounded happy. 

"Hey. | was, uh, | was in the bathroom. Sorry." 

"No problem. | just wanted to tell you about the show.’ 

"Ten. | know" Jerry hoped Stone heard the smile in his voice. "I watched some clips." 
"There are some up already?" 


"You know how things work these days. Song's not even over and Mikey's solo is up on YouTube." 


Stone laughed. "So true." 


Jerry went awkwardly quiet. When he finally gained the courage to ask Stone about that picture, Stone also 
spoke. "Hey, Stoney? | -" 


"So, uh, | gotta get in the van. Oh, did you say something?" 

"No. No, it's nothing." 

‘I'm gonna call you back when | get to my room, okay?" 

"Sure" Jerry sounded flat. The nightly phone-sex call. "Okay." 

In a quiet voice, obvious there were other people around, Stone asked, "Hey, are you okay?" 

"Yep. Fine. Just, you know, relaxing with Harold” 

"Okay. Ill call you back." 

Fifteen minutes passed and all Jerry could do was keep going back to that picture. Sure, it was probably 
nothing. But Jerry couldn't stop staring at the smile on his lover's lips. So sweet, so serene. He needed to know 
- did Stone feel that way in his arms, too? 

Jerry immediately answered when Stone called back. 

"Okay, Cantrell. Tell me what's on your mind. Don't tell me you're fine. I've known you too long." 

"Too long," Jerry murmured. "Stone, do you ever wonder what it is we're doing here?" 

"What do you mean, Jer?" 

"| mean us. Like, what are we doing?" 

‘| .." Stone started and stopped. He dropped his voice. "I mean, | thought we were dating. Finally." 

"But we're not even ..your band doesn't even know." 

"Is that what has you upset? That you didn't come with me?" 

"No. | just .." Jerry sighed. 


"We talked about this, Jer. Now just isn't the right time." 


‘Its been twenty-five years, Stone. Off and on, in secret. And, and tonight, | saw that photo of you and that 
other guy and -" 


"What other guy?" 

"The tall blonde guy you were hugging. 

"Oh. That's Jonathan's boyfriend, Matt" 

Jerry didn't reply. He felt a little foolish, but that still didn’t explain why Stone looked so unbelievably blissful 
"Jerry? Are you „are you jealous or something?" 

"No, Im not jealous." Of course, he was. “It's just .. 

"Just what?" 


"| guess | just miss you. | want to be the one hugging you like that, making you smile like that. You look so 
fucking beautiful, Stone." 


It was quiet on the other end of the call 
"Are you there? Stone?" 

"Oh!" Stone blurted out. "You're such a jerk 

"What? What did | -* 

"You do hug me like that. Even better than that. And Im so happy with you. Why didn't you know that?" 


"Because!" Jerry started in the same abrupt tone of voice Stone had used and then stopped and started again 


in a softer voice. "Because | thought you didn't want people to know about us." 

"| don't. But its only because l'm enjoying all of our privacy and being left alone to just be with you, Jerry" 
He could have laughed over how stupid he'd been Jerry closed his eyes and murmured into the phone, "I 
watched you play Alive tonight. It made me remember the very first time | heard it. Do you remember that 
night at Kelly's house?" 


| remember," Stone replied in his own quiet murmur. 


"| was in awe of you. | still am. Stone, |, I'm," Jerry took a deep breath. "I'm in love with you. | love you." 


"God," Stone quietly groaned. "You really are a jerk. How can you say that to me over the phone? How am | 
supposed to hug you and kiss you?" 


Jerry let out a little laugh of relief. "Save it for when you come home?" 


"I love you, Jer. All this time, from that night at Kelly's to now, and until the end of time, all | ever wanted 


was you." 

Jerry's voice was thick with emotion "When are you coming home?" 
"Two weeks." 

He sighed. 

"You know what?" 

"What?" 

"Meet me in New York in two days." 

"Really?" 

"Yes, really." 

"You're sure?" 


"I'm sure. | miss you, too." 


